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CHAPTER I.

lilpi'

Some Arab boy! had tied a stone to the
dog's neck.

Sidi's master was Lieut. Bayardet, a
poor French officer who had risen from
tho ranks, and who lived entirely on his
pay.

Sidi and Bayardet were but one.
"Whenever you saw the end of the for-

mer's black nose you were suro to see,
a moment later, the latter's scowling
face; for Sidi, like the vigilant dog that
ho was, always trotted fifteen or twenty
6teps in advance of his master, a habit
which he had formed during the cam-
paigns in Algeria.

Homely, lean and snarling, Sidi be-

longed to no race; but tho zouaves, who
were good judges, declared that he was
a cross between a jackal and a spaniel.
He had, in fact, the slender jaws and
long, pointed teeth of the one; the other
he resombled in his largo silken ears, his
very curly though very fchort hair, and
his abundantly thick tail. In shrewd-
ness and cunning he took after the ani-
mal that was regarded as his father,
while he had all the vivacity of the race
to which his mother was said to have be-
longed.

Neither dog nor master was loved.
Tho officer, though not looked upon as a
mean fellow, was mercilessly strict in
tho service; he passed for the model of a
soldier, severe, prompt at repression,
Bcrupulous, just, ilorever, he was much
esteemed for his bravery. Tho dog, who
also possessed this virtue for there was
not one of his fellows that he had not
vanquished tho dog had against him
his love of marauding, of which noth-
ing, not even the severest punishments,
had served to cure him.

Many a time ho had been surprised in
tho camp kitchens, scenting tho roast
and ready to carry it off the moment tho
cook's back was turned. Ho had thus
curtailed many portions; but, on the
other hand, he had received some terri-
ble rakings. If they did not kill him,
it was 6imply from faar of his master,
who would have avenged his death in
Bomo fearful manner. Once, Sidi having
been caught in the act. an assistant cook
tried to kick him with his wooden shoe.
But tho dog leaped at the man's throat,
and he would have been straightway
strangled, had it not been for his com-
rades, and who escaped as it was not
without a few savage bites on his arm,

The story was noised about. The colonel
eharply reprimanded Bayardet, charging
him thenceforth to keep a better watch
over hia dog, under penalty of seeing
bini hanged if he allowed him to run
about the camp. That) day Sidi received
a frightful drubbing. Applying tho prin-
ciple that "he who loveth chasteneth,"
the lieutenant, armed with a thick bam-
boo, gave him a cudgeling in the most
approved style. But Sidi always began
his larcenies afresh, and the men final-
ly came to laugh at them, so skillfully
did he execute them.

Besides, Sidi had a precious gift; he
was n marvelous hunter, and brought
the puna with rare-fidelit-y, without ever
damaging it. Feathers or fur, it made
uo difference to him. If he excelled as
a pointer, ho also knew how to run down
a hare. Now, Bayardot was a great
hunter. That is why, affection aside, he
set bomucli stort by Sidi. On tho rnaroh,
when they reached n halting place, vory
often tlity saw the dog arrive holding in
his iron jaws some "prowler of tho

with flesh perfumed with tbe
odor of thyme and lavender. And Bay-
ardet, who had a kind heart at bottom,
bent the game, after ousting off a bit
for himself, how to one squad, now
to another, in order to add a little
lo tho fare of his zouaves. Then Sidi,
udmired and petted, was willingly for-
given for all hi misdeeds. For the rest,
in point of intelligence he left far behind
him all tho poodle, griffons and spaniels
of the regiment. Ho could i i val any dog
whatever in parades, exercises and tricks.
Sometimes, when tho master was m the
humor, he inade Sidi perform, and amid
avast circle of aduiiiers the dog went
through his evolutions, supplying spore
gratis.

But, notwithstanding everything, Bay-
ardet and Sidi did not succeed in win-
ning love.

It was on the seashore in Algeria that
Bayardet, then an adjutant in the first
battalion, one morning made the ac-
quaintance of Sidi, who was only a few
weeks old. Some Arab boys had tied a
stone to the dog's neck and were getting
ready to drown him, when Bayardt-1- , in-

tervening, SHved him by generously dis-

tributing among tho little wretehos a few
blows with a switch and then giving
them some coppers to make them forget
the blows. Bayardet, who had no ties
beyond thee of simple comradeship in
the regiment, and no family save an old
aunt, whose shriveled and crabbed face
lo had not seen far years, became at-
tached to the auirual, cared for him,
brought him up and educated him. The
dog adored his master; there was a aecp
and unalterable friendship between the
biped 'and the quadruped.

CHAPTER n.
There is a great stir in the camp. War

with Germany is on th eve of breaking
out; the regiment has received its march-
ing orders. Tho zouaves are falling in,
with their knapsacks on their backs,
glad of a chance to do battle with ene-
mies more serious and more formidable
than the Arabs.

With drawn aword the colonel passes

along tne line, ue reacnes tue crura
company. Bayardet is at his post, cor-

rect and erect. Behind him, as still as
if he were stuffed, stands SidL

"Lieutenant," grunts tho colonel,
scarcely concealing a cunning smile un-

der his heavy gray mustache, "lieuten-
ant, are you going to take your dog?"

"If he will not be in the way, my
colonel."

"As you please."
A fortnight later, perhaps less, the

regiment was in Alsace. Bayardet, still
accompanied by Sidi, witnessed the daily
growth of his reputation as an officer of
surly humor, but extraordinarily efficient
in a campaign. "When he commanded
the main guard, or when he was intrust-
ed with a reconnoitering expedition, ho
acquitted himself of his task with a skill
and zeal beyond all praise. And Sidi, a
true soldier's dog, understanding won-
derfully what was on foot, started ahead
as a scout, examined tho ground, went
and came warily, disappeared before
any one knew what had become of him,
and returned to find his master, who
seemed to understand perfectly what
Sidi meant by such or such an attitude.

Often in the evening, when the senti-
nels had been stationed, Bayardet said
between his teeth:

"We may sleep tranquilly
Sidi saw nothing

Sometimes, too, when he was detached
and needed to eend some communication,
either to the colonel or to the commander
of the battalion, Bayardet wrote a few
lines on a bit of paper, which he care
fully folded and placed between the dog's
jaws, saying to him:

"Carry it, Sidi; carry it to
And Sidi, who knew by name all the

superior officers of the regiment, started
off at full speed and delivered his mes-
sage without ever making a mistake.

But ho had remained an incorrigible
thief, and more than one soldier com-

plained of his robberies. "What a pity
ho is such a marauder!"' said the men.

In the course of one of those skirmishes
that so frequently take place between
hostile armies at their points of contact,
Sidi rendered one of those services that
fix in the minds of troopers tho memory
of a good dog of the regiment whose
brilliant deeds they related in tho even
ing at the mess.

Bayardet, with a few platoons, had
been ordered to reconnoiter the battalion
of the enemy detached as an advance
guard. The night was dark, and tho
zouaves went groping through the fields
full of ravines, broken by clumps of
trees, quick set hedges, and trenched
roads. Tho lieutenant marched at tho
head of the detachment, quickening or
slackening the pace of his men, guiding
them by gesture, for absolute silence was
necessary. He held Sidi by ono ear, the
dog having no collar in order that he migh t
not bo easily taken. From time to time
Bayardet let go tho animal, who crept
ahead with legs outstretched and nose in
tho air. All halted then until the return
of the dog, who, manifesting no anxiety,
thereby reassured his master. They
started again, still noiselessly, until Bay-
ardet deemed it necessary to call a new
halt.

The little troop, which had been ma-

neuvering on uneven ground affording a
chance for concealment, suddenly found
itself before a vast and naked plain.
They had to redouble their prudence;
according to almost certain estimation,
they could not be very far from the
enemy, and they were in danger of fall-

ing upon him in their gropings.

Suddenly he stopped, his hair bristli7ig, and
uttered a slight, low groicl.

"Sergeant," said Bayardet to an old
veteran of tho African wars, "you will
take command until I return. It is im-

possible to proceed further the ground
is too bare. A troop of men could not
pass unnoticed. If I should not return
in fifteen or twenty minutes, it will bo
because I have been captured or killed.
Then you will make a detour. But Sidi
may get away. At any rate, if you see
him come back, look in his mouth for a
paper. If you find ono, read it, and you
will know what yon are to do. If not,
then you can be almost sura that my ac-

count has been settled. But if you hear
shots, run as fast as you can in the direc-
tion of them."

And he started with his dog.
Tho night was growing darker and

darker. Nothing stirred in the plain,
which seemed deserted. All that was
perceptiblo was the thousand slight
6ound3 that make the silence seem
deeper the beating of the wings of some
night bird, the buzzing of insects, the
rustling of tho grass in the wind.
Crouching down toward the ground, his
scabbard tucked in his belt to avoid the
clashing, the lieutenant went on, trying
to pierce the darkness and stopping every
minute to place his ear against the earth.
Sidi, three steps ahead of him, with his
nose now in tho air, now close to the
ground, inhaled tho odor3 of the night
and sought some scent still vogue. Sud-
denly he stopped, his hair bristling, and
uttered a slight, low growl.

"Sh-h-h-- h! be still, Sidi." said Bay-
ardet in a low voice.

And the lieutenant, more slovrly than
ever and holding his breath, continued
to advance. The dog did not stop growl-
ing. In a few uiinurco Bayardet, who

was literally creeping, straightened up
on hi3 wrista to look about him.

He was on the edge of a road, and on
the other side of this road he saw, stand-
ing on the slopo of the trench, a dark
6hadow.

It was a sentineL
The shadow did not budge. Bayardet

placed his hand upon the hilt of a short
dagger which he had slipped, in starting,
into a button hole of his tunic. Fury
had seized him. He had an enemy be-
fore him! He could kill him, and yet he
must not listen to his hatred. This sen-
tinel certainly was not far from a post.
If he should miss his man, the lieutenant
knew that the alarm would be given,
and the simple reconnoitering expedi-
tion, so shrewdly managed up to this
point, would be turned into a bloody
combat, very dangerous for the handful
of men under his command, for there
was scarcely any hopo of aid. He put
the dagger back into its improvised
sheath, and. in order to find ou: whether
he had to deal with an advance post cr an
entire lino of the main guard, lie retired a
short distance and .traced thft road for
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two "nunarea yaras to tne lert. no
counted fifteen sentinels. Bayardet re-

traced his steps to execute the same
maneuver. Then the dog stopped again,
refusing to advance and uttering his low
growl. The lieutenant kept quiet, listen-
ing and trying to see.

At that moment, by a pale ray of
moonlight filtering through a cloud,
Bayardet saw, ten steps ahead of him,
leaning against a willow, a soldier of tho
hostile army, who was gently tapping
his feet on the ground to keep them
warm, the night being cold. Bayardet
was about to retire, when, beside this
soldier, another, who was probably sit-

ting or lying down, emerged from the
shadow. Bayardet, betrayed by the
moon's rays, had just been seen in hi3
turn.

"Who's there?"
The lieutenant made no answer, but

cocked his revolver.
"Who is there?" articulated the senti-

nel more distintly.
At the 6ame moment two shots rang

out, with their noisy and reverberating
echoes, in the deep silence of tho night.
It was Bayardet and one of the two sen-

tinels who had just fired at the same
time. Almost immediately after them
the other fired, too. The lieutenant an-

swered his fire, and he experienced the
delight of seeing a Prussian soldier
stretch out as an inert mass.

Orders in German flew in every direc-
tion; a noise of marching men arose; a
few shots wero heard here and there.
Bending as low as possible, Bayardet
bounded through the fields to rejoin his
troop. With his own skill, added to
Sidi's guidance, he could not make a mis-
take, although tho moon had disappeared
again and the darkness was thicker than
ever. He soon regained his companions,
who, for that matter, were running to
meet him.

"Retreat, and be quick about itl" said
Bayardet. "We must leave these fel-

lows alone for today."

CHAPTER IIL

The dog licked his hands.
A mad race began. The zouaves heard

very plainly the hurried steps of the hos-

tile foot soldiers pursuing them; they
felt the Prussians at their heels, and
they swore furiously, ashamed to have
to fly in this manner.

"Uhlans!" exclaimed some one.
Indeed, at their left, the zouaves could

distinguish, in the penumbra, the gallop-
ing cavalrymen and could hear the noise
of the horses' hoofs. The uhlans were
trying to head off the little troop, in or-

der to get them between two fires.
"Great God!" exclaimed Bayardet,

,Jwo must reach the edge of tho woods;
once there, we can laugh at them."

A horseman passed at full speed with-
out seeing them at a distanco of thirty
yards.

"Lieutenant," said a zouave, "let mo
bring that rascal down!"

"Not yet."
And Bayardet knocked the lifted wea-

pon in the air.
But tho Prussians knew tho ground

very well. Their cavalrymen had pass-
ed tho zouaves, and the circle was clos-

ing in. In a few moments all retreat
would bo cut off. The night had grown
less dark, and the uhlans could be seen
very distinctly, swiftly going and com-
ing, with their long lances in their hands,
like foragers.

"So much the worse!' shouted Bay-
ardet; "fire at will, but keep running."

Ten Ehots followed this order. The
uhlan3 disappeared, and all was silence
again. But this calm lasted only a few sec-

onds. A formidable rattle of musketry
rang through tho air, then a second,
then a third. The Prussians were firing
by rounds and at random. No one was
hit.

"Keep on running," said the lieuten-
ant.

Already in the half light the zouaves
saw in the distance the tree tops of the
thick grovo that surrounded the plain, I

when just ahead of them there was a
flash, and a discharge mado tho earth
tremble. A few men fell. The zouaves
were headed off.

"Pick up the wounded and file to the
right!" cried Bayardet.

He had noticed, not far away, a hut,
in the shelter of which his little troop
could offer resistance for a long time.
The zouave3 reached it, improvised bar-
ricades, and opened fire upon the enemy.

Nevertheless, the Prussians advanced.
Thev worp within bearine distance ard
rroni time to time one or tneir omcers
summoned the French to Burrender at
discretion. Each time he was answered
by a shower of bullets.

Then to the din of the combat succeeded
again an overwhelming silence. The
Prussians, despairing of overcoming this
handful of brave fellows, and not want-
ing to carry tho hut by storm, which
would have cost them too many lives,
had resolved undoubtedly to establish a
blockade, certain that the French would
finally lay down their arms.

Thus an hour passed.
Bayardet, who had picked np the gun

of one of the wounded in order to shoot
liko a common soldier, was very much
alarmed. Never could he pass over the
bodies of the Prussians; there were too
many of them. Tho zouaves had used
up half of their cartridges, and when
their ammunition should be exhausted
their last resource would be to risk
almost certain death in an attempt to
force their way out with tho bayonet
for the lieutenant did not even dream of
surrendering. He was much depressed.
What would they think of him for thus
throwing hirmeif into the jaws of the
wolf? Of him, an old soldier, accustomed
to all the tricks of the Arabs, wno had
fought for twenty years in Algeria, in
the Crimea, in Italy, in Mexico, and who
had just got himself caught like an or-
dinary conscript, with fifty men? What-
ever his heroism, he could foresee the
blame that would be heaped Upon him.
It was dishonor.

"Lieutenant," said his sergeant, "there
is one way. I will start if you like. Per-
haps lean slip through ths Hnw of these
eaters of san-rkra- I will reach the
camp aad brlaz back aid. for surely they

canndt leave us in cms uox.
"I was thinking of that," answered

Bayardet; "but I did not dare to propose
it to you, so great is the risk of losing
one's skin. Go ahead. You will take
Sidi; he will guide you. If you are
wounded or captured let the dog go; he
will get there unless a bullet stiffens him
out."

And, tearing a leaf from his memoran-
dum book, the lieutenant scribbled these
few words in pencil:

"Have fallen into an ambush. Come
if you can. You have only to follow
SidL There is no time to lose."

He signed the note and fastened it to
the dog's neck with a piece of gilt cord
torn from his tunic

The sergeant opened the door and
slipped out, preceded by Sidi.

Another half hour passed. The zouaves
discussed in low tones the probabilities
of success. "The sergeant has passed,"
said Bayardet. "We are saved." These
words had scarcely left the lieutenant's
lips when a few shots were-hear- two or
three hundred yards away. Evidently
the sergeant had been making a long
search for an opening; ho had been seen.
But had he succeeded? An exciting ques-
tion wliich each one anxiously asked
himself. Five or six minutes later there
was another little volley, but farther off
than the previous one.

"There, that is for Sidi," growled Bay-
ardet. "The sergeant must havo been
caught. If they didn't hit the dog, he
must be far away!"

The time passed with tormenting slow-
ness. At every moment Bayardet con-

sulted his watch, the only jewel that he
had, and he was painfully surprised to
seo that the hands had scarcely moved,
not even tho minute hand. He began
to believe that the accursed watch had
stopped, and yet he had been careful to
wind it. Besides, several of the zouaves
had watches, and it was out of tho ques-
tion that all should have stopped.

"Listen, lieutenant," 6aid an old boI-di- er

with a beard that was almost white
and who had won his stripes, "wo can-
not mold hero any longer. My comrades
agree with me; they had rather catch
bullets than the rheumatism. Let us
start!"

"Silence in the ranks!" replied Bay-
ardet.

But he was choking with anger and
dying with anxiety. To make the time
pas3 quickly he paced back and forth in
the sort of barn, an asylum which had
become a prison, swearing between his
teeth, grinding the soil under the heels
of his boots and biting his lips until they
bled.

Tho sergeant and Sidi had been gone
an hour, which made two since the zou-
aves entered the hovel and three since
the reconnoitering party left the camp.

Bayardet, tired of tramping, sat down
on a stump, took out his watch again,
held it in his open handand did not take
his eyes off the dial. He had just al-

lowed himself five minutes' respite, at
the end of which time he must come to
a decision. The five minutes having
fallen into eternity, Bayardet replaced
the watch in his fob, blew his nose,
coughed, spat like an orator about to
make a speech, adjusted his gorget, drew
his saber, clutched his revolver, and in a
muffled tone gave the order:

"Fall in!"
Tho men grouped themselves.
"We will start out," continued the

lieutenant. "Place yourselves in file,
one behind the other, in tho order of se
niority. In that way we shall present a
narrower front. We will go straight
ahead without firing and with fixed bay-
onets. When we are once upon them
let each fight his way through."

In his turn he opened the door cau-
tiously and, turning around, said simply:

"Follow me!"
He had not taken ten steps when he

came near falling to tho ground from
running against a body going at full
speed.

"Sidi!"
And the dog licked his hands, uttering

little yelps of joy. Tho animal had no
note fastened to his neck, and the lieu-

tenant found by feeling that his friend
had not a scratch.

"We are surely saved now."
And a gleam of joy illumined the cold

and gloomy face of the officer, who had
never been seen to smile.

Barring the door with his outstretched
arms he stopped hia, men a3 they wero
about to cross the threshold, for only two
or three of them had had time to get out-
side. From a distance, borne by tho
echo, came tho shrill notes of trumpets,
getting nearer and nearer.

"It is the march of the regiment," said
all the aouaves.

Then Bayardet started them all out in
tho order he had indicated, and he rushed
ahead.

The musketry began to rattle.
"Forward! Forward!" cried the lieu- - j

'tenant at the top of his voice and mad
with happiness; "Forward!"

The Germans, surprised by this unex-
pected and double attack, fell back rap- -

,

idly. The day was dawning, and now j
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turn to fly. The little troop passed close
to a group of Teutons.

"Halt! Front!" ordered Bayardet; i

"Aim fire!" '

And to make themselves known to )

their friends, the zouaves shouted: "Vive '

la France! Vive the Third!"
A few minutes later thev were with

their comrades, a whole battalion that '

had been sent to release them, and with
platoon volleys they saluted the Ger- -

mans, who beat a retreat without an-- j
6wering their fire.

From that day Sidi was held in high
honor in the regiment. They swore only
by him. All his former misdeeds were
forgotten, and though he still stole when
occasion offered, it was agreed that they
must overlook this weakness in such a
hero.

CHAPTEB IV.

!

With me leap he cas at the Prussian's
elusL

The Prussian columns were descend-
ing from the heights that overlook
Woerth through the hop fields. Their
somber masses advanced with perfect
recularitv. as if theT were on parade.
closimr ut the ranks as fast a3 enormous

gaps were made in them by bails rrom
the French batteries.

The zouaves, who had been fighting for
hours against forces four times their
own, saw coming upon them these
clouds of Germans, against whom they
must Btill struggle fresh troops sup-
ported by formidable artillery. The
enemy were putting forward new re-

serves. The burned village of Woerth
was nothing but a heap of rubbish,
whence rose towards the sky thick
clouds of dull Bmoke zigzagged by red
flames.

The two battalions of the Third stoic-
ally awaited this avalanche that was
about to fall on them. Diminished by a
good third, in tattered uniforms, black
with powder, stained with blood and
greatly fatigued, the zouaves, with that
inexhaustible spirit which has contrib-
uted as much as their bravery to the
fame that they have earned, exchanged
jokes, laughing with that nervous laugh
which is the forerunner of anger.

Bayardet wa3 in front of his company,
of which he had taken the command, the
captain having been disabled. Sidi was
lying on his belly, his nose between his
paws and seemingly asleep.

The fire had ceased on both sides, as
if French and Germans were desirous of
taking breath before the final shock.
But the calm was not of long duration.
A sharp hiss rent the air, soon followed
by a report; a shell had just fallen into
the left of Bayardet's company, felling a
few men; then another, then ten a ter-
rible storm beat upon the zouaves. The,
French cannon, stationed upon the hill-
side opposite, answered. The bugles
sounded "Lie down!" A few minutes
passed, and the pointed helmets, which
had been invisible for a moment for the
Prussians had had to cross a valley not
very wide, but deep rose again at a dis-

tance of seven or eight hummed yards.'
A furious firing began, and then came

the order:
"Charge bayonets!"
This cry started the zouaves, who

rushed forward with lowered heads. In
a moment they had swept everything
before them; the enemy's ranks, thinned
already by the musketry, wero broken.
The Prussians fled a full speed, either
toward the villago or through the hop
fields. But two mitrailleuses stopped tho
rush of the French.who were even forced
to retrace their steps. The Prussians re-

formed their lines, and the musketry was
resumed with still greater intensity.
Twice again the zouaves charged, and
twice they stopped tho enemy. But deci-
mated and without hopo of aid except
from a few companies of tho line, the
zouaves had to fall back toward the
wooded heights that overlook tho plain.
The Prussians steadily advanced, utter-
ing loud hurrahs and brandishing their
guns over their heads after each dis-

charge.
Almost all the officers wero killed or

wounded; sergeants were in command
of companies. Bayardet had not been
hit. He had picked up a gun and was
firing coolly, methodically, his counte-
nance as imperturbable as ever. Above
tho ranks, and not far from Bayardet, tho
tricolor, torn by the bullets, was floating
amid thosmoke. Tho young

who carried it, having had his right
arm pierced, grasped tlie staff in his left
hand and held it tightly against his
breast. He was seen to sink upon hia
knees and then roll over, his head broken
by a ball. A sub-offic- seized the flag;
ho fell in I113 turn. Then a captain took
the sacred emblem.

Just then went up a cheer more furious
than all the preceding ones; the Prussians
wero charging.

The zouaves massed themselves and a
battalion commander ordered them to
form a square. But this ofdec, necessi-
tated by the onrush of the enemy, which
threatened to envelop the French troops,
could not be carried out. The combat-
ants met with cut and thrust, and tho
wholo mass was in furious confusion.
The zouaves had had their ranks broken,
but they held together in groups, while

the body of the regiment tried to take a
position a little farther off in order to re
form.

"Lieutenant! Lieutenant! Tho flag!"
cried a zouave to Bayardet.

Tho latter saw fall, at ten paces dis-

tanco, upon a heap of corpses, the flag
Btill held in the hand, clenched in death,
of a young corporal of his company.
Bayardet dropped his gun, the bayonet
red with blood, drew his saber and seized
the flag, calling his men around him.
There were only fifteen of them.

"Vivo la France!" cried Bayardet, wav-
ing tho standard.

Thirty Prussians rushed upon the
group, and a desperate hand to hand
struggle, with bayonets and stocks, was
encratred In so violently that In a moment
tho combatant find alRiicrhtrpri pac.h

other.
Bayardet, almost alone, took a few

steps in flight with tbe purpose of saving
the flag.' A German, who pressed him
close, fired at him almost within arm's
reach and missed him. Bayardet buried
hid saber in the German's body. But as
he WJ)3 resuming his flight a gigantic
Prussian officer arose before the lieuten
ant, revolver in hand, shouting in excel-
lent French:

"Surrender!"
"Vive la France!" answered Bayardet,

leaping with lifted saber upon hia enemy.
The German fired, and Bayardet, hit

squally in tne breast, tottered The
German officer rushed forward and
seized the flagstaff, uttering a roar of
triumph. Tho lioutenant straightened
up and dealt tho colossus a blow on the
head with tbe edge of his saber. But
the blow, struck by a weakened hand,
only slightly wounded the Teuton, who,
dropping the flag, took Bayardet by the
throat and tried to strangle him.

In a supreme effort Bayardet uttered a
desperate appeal, the appeal of a dying
man:

"Sidi!"
The dog, who had lost his master in

tho confusion, carno bounding to the
spot, guided even more by his wonderful
scent and keen inteJligenc than by tho
lieutenant's cry. With one leap ho ws
at the Prussian's chert, planting hi teeth
in his face. The oScer shrieked with
pain and fell backward under the dog,
who was tearing his fiesb. A hostile
foot soldir, passing on a run, stuck the
animal twice with his bayonet. Bat Ba-

yardet, who had a cartridge left in hi5
revolver, killed tbe soldier.

Then, gathering all his energy, the
lieutenant groaned:

"Sidi, my dog, take it. take itf
And as tha end of the flagstaff had

been broken in the struggle, Bayardet
rolled up the blood stained flag and
placed it in the dog's jaws. Tkn. aa the
coura.sU3 beast rubbed trp carosBlngiy

ainat his master the latter repeated in
the most formal tone of caccd:

"Take it, sidil Take it to tlie regr- -
The voice died out in a hiccough; but the

lieutenant's features breathed a sublime
joy, for the dog, as if he had understood

and perhaps he did tha value of the
trust confided to bias, started off liko an
arrow, leaving behind him a red trail,
made of tha blood dripping from his
pierced flanks.

Tho regiment had reformed and
charged again. The enemy, for tho
tenth time, was driven back. An old
battalion commander suddenly saw a
reddish mass roll at his horse's feet. It
was SidL The dog still had in his mouth
the flag, which was nothing but a glori-
ous rag, but which the eagle still sur-
mounted.

"This dog is dying," said the officer.
"He suffers too much. It is better to
finish him. Let him die like a soldier,
with a ball in liis head the death of the
brave."

An old sergeant approached and, with
more feeling than if he had an enemy to
deal with, he placed the barrel of his gun
at the dog's ear and blew off his head.

It was necessary to retreut again, and
this time definitively. But the zouavea
carried away their flag. They carried
away also the body of Lieut. Bayardet
and that of his faithful comrade Sidi,
who were buried together as they had
lived, on the very night of the battle,
where tho troops halted, at the edge of
the woods.

TUE END.

Faintluff Women Strujsllnc for Bargains.
A rival store advertised that it might

be well to "look out for fun" in a certain
dry goods center that afternoon, where-
upon the shop which had just got through
an experience of fainting women at once
did up woolen chalb.es in pieces of thirty-fiv- e

yards each and directed that these
bundles should bo sold across the counter
at one cent each.

One of the floor walkers, in speaking
of the scene after tbe bargains had been
exhausted, said: "Tho store looked like a
battlefield after a preliminary skirmish.
In my vicinity there were twenty women,
all o' whom had fainted from their
struggle to secure a part of the allotment
of challies. They were laid out carefully
upon the rugs which had been taken
from stock for their accommodation,
each one with a clerk bending over her
administering smelling salts or bathipg
her head with cologne, working liko
beavers in order to get their patienta
around in time for closing tho store.

"I suppose that the sacrifico of dress
goods cost tho store upward of 52,000,
but it gained this: For months the women
who succeeded in getting what they
soufrht. as well as the unfortunato ones.
will not fail to visit the shop regularly !

everydaytotakeadvantageofanyother!
, . ., . , ,to j
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nounced. They will, each timo they
como in, buy something, even if it bo
only a half dozen buttons, and the profits
from these women, who would not, un-

der any other circumstances, enter the
place, will return the outlay of the firm
many hundred per cent." New York
Times.

Up Hill Ercry Tlns.
Prudent Sister If you marry that poor

girl, George, you will find matrimony
decidedly uphill work.

George Well, what of it, sis? Pd
rather go up hill than down hill by a
great sight. St. Louis Magazine,

A Modest SutrsfKtlon.
"Do you think there aro really any

great men nowadays?" said a Washing-
ton belle to a young society man.

"Oh, I don't know, really," ho replied j

.with a modeat smirk. "Did you eee me
when I played Hamlet at our last
dramatic entertainment?" Washington
Post.

WHAT THE TIMES NEED.

God give ui men ! A time like tbli demands
Stroaff miniii, great heurte, true faith and read

hand;
Men whom the lust of office dees not kill;

Men whom tho spoils of oflico cannot bur;
Men Tvho possess opinions and a w ill;

Men who hare honor: mm who will not Iii;
Men who can tit&nd before a cteniaxeguo

And damn his treacherous llaUerieit without
winking;

Tall men. sun crowned, who live above tho fo$
In public duty and in private thlnkia;.

For while tho rabble, with their thumb worn
crrads.

Their large professions ami their HtUo dwd
MInjflo in selfish strife, lo' Freedom wtps.
Wrong rules the land and w&itiaz Justice alrps.

J. G. Holland.

IlancUierchlofn.
There waa recently exhibited in Paris,

preparatory to sale by auction, a collection
of packet hand kerchief b which hod occu-
pied its owner many years in the getting
together.

Handkerchiefs appear at the first glanco
to bo lingular and unprofitable objects for
a collector's fancy, but tho collection ex-
hibited at Pario Pcemcd to provs that they
could be made to tell an iutratinK story,
illustrating tho development of manners m
modern society

The most ancient handkerchief in thia
collection wa merf !y a bit of Hilk theme,
uned many ceuturit ago br prfefet at tho
altar. For centuries, iadfood, priests wero
the only pereoas in the .European world
who uted handkercbifs at all, and they
used them only at tlie altar, and there oaly
for the sake of propriety.

The handkerchief of tbe altar was called
a fadai. It wai earned by tbe prieat in hia
girdle, and left with the Teetmoata of
worship when the wrric wm done.

Prtantly the rrand l&dKn of tiif court
began to provide thdiirolTe with aimilar
equaren of silk. Toe nsxt atp was ts em-
broider tbe eigeof tbc sqaar. And soon
their convenience roooramcdd tbeza ro
highly that geallemen connected wKh the
various Europens eoirta in somm uteaatirt
adopted their ue Youth's Companion.

A I'artlealor PojIr.
A grant big raised tramp wc etretched

at full length ua one of the tenches la ths
Cirraj prk when an officer approached
and dropped the end of hut clcb against
him asd wid:

"Get ont of this?'
gasped tbe sleeper aa he

struggled np.
"What are jm. do4z bereT'
"Sleeptag, air."
"But this is no piaot to slcdp."
"It aia't, hf""So, and roo have no right to stretch

out and occupy a beach."
"I thiak I haTs.M
"Well, I kaow yoa bavsc't, sad if yoa

do it zsia IT! arrest yon!"
"Is that the law hssaf
"Itls."
"WefL you mast be a adjjhtj particvlar

people. If a bAsr waeta to aloep be iae-- t

keep awake on aecoeat ol the law. jh1 It
he wants to scraccfa his teg he' get to go
oat and Mrs a raat lot soaoewLerr

avr
"Well"
Pot your old park in roar poefcei!

There no rodety for a ana Eka e hero,
anyway, sod I jest waadaroe! te to ahar
the people th&t I waw't praed m t&ask.
on. Detroit Free Preaa. 1

PERSONAL GOSSIP.

Jay Gouldis never en with jewelry of
lay kiniL except it lie a small gold stud In
hia shirt frost.

Galbraith, the mighty center rush of tha
Cornall feotball teasi, has become general
secretary cf the Youxr Men's Christian, as-

sociation.
Prince Bismarck saj3 of Gen. von Ca-pri-

"He has a clear head, a good heart,
a generous nature and good working jvrvr-er- s;

altogether a first class man."
Hamilton Gray, of Gray's Hill, Beans

county, Term., is the oldest United States
postmaster in point of e. He was ap-
pointed in 1S2S and has held the office aver
since.

James Lane Alloa, the Kentucky writer,
is very tall, but his figure is shapely.
Though still quite a young man, there is
gray in his hair and mustache, but his eyes
are bright.

Donald G. Mitchell, well known to Amer-
ican readers for the last forty years aa Iko
Marvel, is 68 years of age and resides near
New Haven, where ho is still busy with
literary work-Lor- d

Dnnraven, the famous yachtsman,
is entitled to feign himself William Thomas
Wyndham-Qui- n, Earl of. Dunravcn and
Mount, Viscount Adare, Baron Henry and
Knight of St. Patrick.

The Bev. John Atkinson, of Benton Har-
bor, Midi., is tha oldest living preacher in
tho United fifctes, and perhaps in tho
world. He was born in EloralnKton, X. J.,
in 1797, and was licensed to preach in tha
Methodut cenrch in 15514.

"Were They Fmnersr' is the peculiar
title of Charlrs J. Bellamy's new novul. It
deals with sflne'very dalic&to functions of
modern social lifts. Those who wero Inter-
ested in "An Erperimont in Marriage"
will be curious to se the nevr book.

Mr. Francis C Burnand, tho editor oJ
Punch, has a fine roomy old kooxc at Rnnis-gat- o,

England, where he spend part of
nearly every week of tho year. Mr Bur-na- nd

leads a regular, quiet country life,
riding for ono hour in the morning.

Gen. Clinjrraan, from North
Carolina and a major general in tha Con-
federate army, is ttw a tali old man with
an erect figure and thin white hair. Whito
whiskers cover hU hollow cheeks, and ho
Is in every way a cotuspicuott penonage.

Cardinal Newman k physically bo feeb'a
that he cannot walk a yard without slew,
painful effort and the&crpiiortof anattenu
ant. Until Quito recwiily ha rose ear!y
and attended most of the ministrationa of
tho convent. But this is now beyond hii
strength.

The due d'Orieans, when bo loft his re-
cent prison, addressed a letter "To tho
Conscripts of Hy 01asM sayinj; that ho
was still bound to be a boknor, and: "Keep
me tho plac in the ranks which I dreamed
of In the midst, near tho flag. I shall
come and take itl"

Henry Io Iligghwon, ol Boston, has
presented Harrajrd collcso with twenty- -

rcn acna land " a memorial to the
LTL U,,at

be converted Into an
Mr. Higginson's request, will be called tho
"Soldiers' Playgronnd."

Charles L. IIutchinBon, president of tho
Corn Excluiage bank in Chicago, Is a non
of "Old nutch," tha speculator, who w
very proud of hia son's succou in lif
Young Hutchinson has been president of
tho board of trade and is regarded as ono
of the shrewdest financiers in Chicago.

DAUGHTERS OF EVE.

Mllo. Louise Michel aays that many of
tho pleoaantest hours of her life have Ixvn
bpent in prison.

Jlra. William C. Whitnry is very fond f
ridiufr, and bqr favorRo horse Is a beauti-
ful gray balled Silver King.

Abbcrna, a fjl'ted Frenchwoman,
aspires to the mantle of Rosa Bonherar.
i'ihn wearu male attire, auri in maancra be a
Gheternald.

Lord Dunraven's eldest daughter, rdy
Enid Wyndham-Quln- , In 13 year of age,
pretty, un excellent violinist and ambitious
to be an author.

Mrs. Suon Brown has given 6100,000 to
Princeton college for another tlormitory.
A new dormitory jnt rerervinjr it finUhmg
touches is alo her alft to the college.

Miw L. Dod, tbe Encliah lady lawn
tenntaohampiou, odviwsH ladiri who would
excel at toaalii not to play too ranch, and
to carefully echew firden party Urmia.

Miss M. A. Iioofit, cf Longmeadcnr,
Iilnan., la a fellow of tlie Royal Microscopi-
cal Society of England. Sho has ben in-

vited to edit tbt department of. microscopy
in The Observer.

The tint woman lawyer appointed In
Connecticut, Hiaa ilary JLall, in a leader
in her profession. Shelsu pleasant worn
an, about 40 years of age, and tborongbly
well ijcitd in all that pertuin to the law
for the people.

Miss Clementina Da Vere, soprano in Dr.
Paxton'a church, Jew York etty, receive
$4,500 a year for her fcrviem, or IU2.60 ench
Funday. Th! la mid to be the hitfbefft sal-
ary ever paid to a cbeir singer either in
America or Europe.

Elizabeth Oakea Smith. Wtio waa one of
the most promlnont of the unte-wa-r write-
r?) of novel and mheetlaniea, U still liv-
ing (and a contributor to orb of tha car-re- nt

literary weekKca;, at the aga of bi
years, ia. fJorywoed, H. C

The dackter of tho ConateiM at Dudley,
who ia rfperted to In ravaged to Conat
Herbert Bismarck, la only 13 yenr old
The mother's bcaaty b m well prewarrd
that she H staid ui lovk hardly any older
than her butlxul daughter.

Mm. Leiand Stoofoed haa given to tha
Albany Orp&sn juiyhis two fine paintrnR--i

of br father &sU raodxr, Mrv je-- i Mrs.
Lathrop, who were deeply and actively ln
wrected a tba 'Lxr of thut. institution,
which, lutSfd. they helped to fonad.

It a related of MX Philippe Faivmt,
the jfuxnt hdy who achieved the dixUar-Uo- a

of carryir off th hisaott hononi In
matheaaticxat Cambridge nnirrwetty, that
her frfcada riw sailed to eonsrraMtlAlo her
found lha waiorwranjtlor quleviy e&ftafd
is dcatisff tha tnrmzarref her aoarfeaeot,
aad not is the aUghtest dejrjre eetaetn
any algu of elation ever her triumph.

MORSELS OF GASTRONOMY.

Cold lamb aad pick! aad sewWied
potatoes mahe a sxldojaj btte for the ep-
icure.

Swerttreads and TrTerrj aro called
& "fashionable ercJdLuet. ir" by an

Tbr 1 tush a thing aa kaTiajr, iprinj
cbJwoj acto4iy toe fMusg tmr peLUAbio
bresfcaj.

"PwojAa foiget that it is d and
aet srasalateet etujxr tai jthoald he pat
oa ts?w Hs&l cad Ifcrfej.

tloOTn for IrnproT-tnr-.

Hk Bonusst-Doyo- tbinJc, Mr. Dub-awa- y,

tar wQl evor l soch a thimr aa
perfection ia drtwt?

DatbjtvsT yt oalcas oar pr&nsat
crcxht sgrctam in iraptovod tzpoa. Cloth-
ier aad PBratebov

Overheard lo a 3(c.loe OOm.
""Wlwt do yoa mean by eayiajr that

the aether of thiiiatorr is a yoeuyr cxa
of SUP H te & r&rs oi 155."

"Yon forgot. He Tra 20 wbea tho

uuraWx.
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